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THE VILLANQVAN

with a bady sprained ankle. The injury yielded to

treatment very slowly, with the result that Topsy
grew restless. The team began to slip and when it

became evident that all hopes of the pennant had
vanished, Topsy sought the genial Fred.

"Mr. Merrill, there isn't any use of my staying

here longer. While I am crazy about the town and
the people and would do anything to help the team,

I feel I ought not to idle away the remaining few
weeks before school opens. I have a re-exam to

take and if it is O.K. with you, I think I will go home
and get busy on my books. I have not been home
since school closed and my folks are getting

anxious. I want to be paid only up to the time that

I was hurt ; I couldn't think of taking a penny more.

You have been more than generous and my only re-

gret is that I couldn't get going right. If I had the

old pennant would have been sewed up before I was
hurt.'"

"Jimmy, as much as I would like to have you stay,

I know you are right in wanting to get back to your

books. As regards the salary, you have nothing to

say. I intended to give you a little present in case

we won, but since you were hurt in winning a game
for us, I suppose I'll have to give you the present

anyway. When do you expect to leave? Surely, not

for a day or so."

"I was thinking, Mr. Merrill, of getting out to-

night. I expect two of my friends from home who
have been touring the mountains to land here any
time now. They are on their way back and they

want me to go along with them. I'm all packed up
waiting for their arrival." •

"That's too bad," mused Merrill, "but I suppose it

can't be helped. However, we shall have dinner to-

gether ; there are several things I want to talk over

with you, and one thing in particular, namely, play-

ing with us next summer ; of course with an increase

in salary. But that can wait until after we have

dined."

The fall term had begun. A youthful freshman,

just arrived, was following with rapt attention the

practice of the Varsity football team, being particu-

larly interested in the doings of the quarterback.

"Say, Freshie," remarked an old-timer (a Sopho-

more), "why the great interest? Do you happen to

know anything about football or any of the squad?"

"Indeed I do," proudly answered the "Freshie."

"I know your quarterback, Jimmie Nichols, very

well. He played shortstop in our town last summer
under the name of Jimmy Brown."

"Jimmy Nichols nothing; that's Topsy Lane, and

he's only a substitute.

"THE DESERTER"

T HE rain came down in torrents. It trickled

and ran down the newly painted wall of

the barracks; it beat the windows with

sullen fury and ran in little rivers through

the old French town. It pounded the roof

of the mess shack and sent tiny trickles down to

the room below. It sent shivers down the spines

of the soldiers, for it was a chilly, dirty rain. It

made the bunk room stuffy with the odor of fresh

paint and foul air.

In the barracks the men were lined up for roll

call. The sergeant's voice snapped out the names.

It was an irritating voice; a voice that grated on

one's nerves. It was sharp, like the beating of a

drum. The last man answered and the voice be-

came silent.

Day in, day out, the same gray monotony of army
life ! Stephen Barry moaned. It was beginning to

leave its tale upon his face. The hair about the

temples was beginning to thin; lines seared what
was once a cheerful face.

Roll call, mess inspection,—how he hated it all!

And how he longed for the easy freedom of the old

civilian life. He stood looking at the dirty windows.

his nostrils full of the smell of cooking food.

"How long will this keep up?" said a voice at his

elbow.

"Well, it's been three months, already," replied

another.

Barry started for the mess shack. The two men
whose voices he had heard followed. Out side the

rain still fell.

The sharp air of the evening assailed Barry's nos-

trils like wine, vastly refreshing after the stale odor

of the barracks. It gave him a sense of freedom.

Walking with rapid steps through the little town,

he stopped before a cafe near the station and went

in.

Somebody ran after him.

"Dam," said a voice, and the figure running across

to the station darted through the door of a wine

shop. Barry followed and seated himself at the same

table as the other.

"I'm sorry I ran into you. I thought you were an

M. P. ; that's why I ran so."

"The man was an American private and as he

spoke he looked searchingly into Barry's face.

"That's nothing." said Barry. H. C.


